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Take Me To The Hospital 


Author's Notes: 
| was supposed to be at one of the cancelled Wembley gigs. I'm going to leave this story as incomplete lest | 
feel the need to add more over the coming weeks. That was a strange weekend and, if you want to read about 


what happened in the wake of the cancellations, you can find a report here (Hint: We still had fun!), 


‘Welcome to the scene of the crash" - ‘Take Me To The Hospital - The Prodigy 


Like watching a car crash, it had happened in slow motion. Taylor hadn't witnessed the exact moment of the 


incident. He'd just heard collective gasps and screams. 
And then the music had died. 


With the blood thundering through his skull, he'd stood. He'd said something, only for his voice to sound like a 
muddy, muffled wail. Taylor had seen people looking at him, their faces lined with worry. From his position, he'd 


seen people in the crowd stare up at them, their mouths covered with their hands. 


And, while the rest of the band stood on stage, the area was eerily empty. 
"Dave?" Taylor's voice finally broke through the whistling in his ears. "Dave?!" 


Someone touched his arm and Taylor swung around to look at a person he didn't know. It wasn't one of their 


techs, rather someone dressed in a medical jumpsuit and high visibility jacket. 


"Your friend fell from the stage," they said in heavily accented English. "We're looking after him now. Do you 
need anything?" 


The ringing in Taylor's ears started again, a high pitched whine that he couldn't shake. His stomach clenched 
and the sickness rose. Through it all, he heard Dave speak from the abyss in front of the stage. Something 
about Taylor taking over while he went to the hospital to fix his leg. 


Stars had burst before his eyes and, what no one in the crowd saw, was Taylor vomiting. 


It was just before lam when the news was officially broken. A single screenshot of an x-ray was beamed 


around the world. Dave's leq was well and truly broken 


Sitting in the hospital, Taylor had listened as the doctors had pushed the bone back in to place. It didn't matter 
how much sedation was coursing through his system, the pain had still broken through, Dave's scream echoing 
off the emergency room walls. It was a sound that had sent Taylor running for the nearest bathroom, his 


friend's pain making him clutch at the toilet bowl as he wretched. 

Hospitals weren't Taylor's favourite place. Ever since his overdose, the sharp clinical smell and bright white 
walls had done nothing but instil fear into him. They made him feel claustrophobic as though, just by stepping 
into one, the lid of his coffin was being nailed shut. 


It could have been so much worse, he reminded himself. He could have broken his neck. Could have been paralysed. 


Could have died Be thankful that its just a broken leg. 
"Mr Hawkins." 


He looked up to see a doctor standing before him. Taylor could see himself reflected in the man's glasses and it 


wasn't an image he liked. All stringy hair and sticky, sweaty stage clothes. 
"You can go and see him now." 


Nodding, Taylor got to his feet and slowly walked to the small, private room they'd placed Dave in. Leaning 


against the door frame, he looked down at his friend Never had he seen Dave so quiet, nor so still. The 


singer's skin was pale and his eyes were closed. His right leq had been wrapped in a cast, a stop gap measure 


until they got Dave to London for surgery. 


Wires and tubes protruded from all over Dave's body. A monitor registered his heart beat while a pump 
slowly fed painkillers into a tube in his arm. It clicked and whirred and Dave moaned softly as the drugs 
entered his system. 


Taylor moved to sit beside the bed. Reaching out, his stroked his fingers over the back of Dave's hand. The 


singer's skin felt clammy and a little cool, a side effect, Taylor assumed, of the drugs he was being given 


"Remember when you did this for me?" he quietly asked. "You sat by my hospital bed until | woke up. Never 
thought I'd be doing it for you." 


Taylor felt his heart lurch and, not for the first time that night, tears sprang to his eyes. 


"Man, you gave us a scare. A real big scare. What the hell happened out there, huh? You drink too much 


before you went on stage? Trip over something?" 
Sniffling, he rubbed his free hand over his eyes, ashamed that he was crying. 


| can't believe it. Can't believe this has fuckin’ happened. Well, | can But | can't. This feels like some kind of 
fuckin’ movie. Like it shouldn't be happening. And I've got no fuckin’ clue why I'm crying. I'm sorry. So sorry.’ 


"Why are you sorry?" A croaky voice asked. 


Looking up, Taylor found a pair of dark, tired eyes looking at him. Dave smiled weakly and turned his hand over. 


Taking Taylor's in his own, he gave it a weary squeeze. 


‘lm the fuckin’ clutz who fell off the stage," Dave quietly continued. "Not you. You've got nothin’ to be sorry 


about. I'm the one who's got to make a shit ton of decisions now. My accident, my problems." 
At that, Taylor felt his heart break. "You don't have to go through this alone." 


"I know." Dave's eyes fluttered open and closed as he battled the exhaustion and morphine. “But I've gotta. | 
caused this and I'm the one that's gotta break it to people that they're not getting a show. | feel so fuckin’ 


guilty.” 
"They'll get a show. And don't feel guilty. Please." 


"Easy for you to say. Your leg has never been broken" Dave chuckled before he winced. "Fuck, that hurts. And 
we're gonna have to cancel some. Doctors have said so ‘cause of the surgery that needs doing. But we'll fight 


anyway. ‘cause we can. ‘cause we're fighters." 


A smile managed to make its way through Taylor's pain. Stretching out, he gently ran his fingers over the 
bridge of Dave's nose. It was something his Mom had done when he'd been younger and gotten sick. The 
gesture had been comforting and soothing, sending him to sleep in no time. He watched as Dave began to sink in 
and out of consciousness. 

"| feel like such a fuckin’ idiot," he murmured. 

"I know you do and no one judges you. Will you go to sleep?" 

Dave shook his head a little. "Don't wanna." 

"Now is not time for you to act like a child, Dave." 

The singer opened an eye and looked up at Taylor. “Since when did you start acting like an adult?" 

"Since | realised | had to step up and be strong for my best friend” 

Dave squeezed his hand again, a flicker of a smile ghosting over his lips. "Will you stay with me tonight?" 
Standing up, Taylor bent over the bed and kissed Dave's forehead. "OF course | will” 

"Will you stay with me every night?" 

"While you're sick?" Taylor asked. 


"No, forever." 


Feeling his heart skip swell, Taylor rested his head against Dave's. "Gladly." 


Pins and Needles 


Author's Notes: 
You can read Dave's full letter to the fans here. 


Arguing with Dave was hard at the best of times. Arguing with him while he was hopped up on morphine was 
like talking to a brick wall. From beyond the closed door, Taylor could hear him trying to yell at doctors, 
management, lawyers, and representatives from their insurance company. He winced every time a voice was 


raised. His hands balled in to fists every time Dave yelled back. 


There was no way the remaining European shows would go ahead. Six metal pins had been inserted in to Dave's 
leq and he was on strict orders to keep it elevated to prevent the threat of infection. 


But there was no way of telling the singer that. He was adamant that the shows would go ahead. Taylor knew 
it wasn't the money he was worried about. The fans, those who had worked and saved hard to be able to 
afford tickets, were the ones he was thinking about. They were the ones who were in his heart. The mere idea 


that he had to let them down was no doubt tearing him apart. 


The door opened and Gus walked out. Understandably, he looked frustrated. Closing the door, he stared at 


Taylor before jerking a thumb over his shoulder at the room. 
"Do you wanna go try and talk to him. He's your best friend. You might be able to talk sense into his head 


Taylor tried to smile but his entire body ached. Everyone had hit a slump, a dark cloud of depression settling 


over the entire camp. 

"What do you want me to say?" he asked. "If he's not listening to reason, he sure ain't gonna listen to me." 
"Just try it, Taylor. Not just for him but for everyone's sanity. ‘cause if he does those shows, he's going to 
write off the rest of his life. He's not eighteen any more and he doesn't understand that. People will understand 
if we cancel. But someone needs to get that into skull, and fast. We haven't got much longer to pull the plug." 
Taylor stood and walked to the door. He knocked one before walking in. The men and women who stood around 
the bed all looked at him. Taylor gave them a lopsided smile and a shrug. He'd never been comfortable with the 
suits and ties section of the music industry. 


He nodded toward the bed. "Can | have a word with him, please? Alone?" 


They all quietly filed out until Taylor was left with the figure in the bed. Shutting the door, he stood at Dave's 


feet. His eyes swept first over Dave's casted leg before making their way over the sheets that were draped 


over him. Tubes and wires were still attached to him and oxygen was being fed through his nose. He still looked 
pale and dark circles ghosted under his closed eyes. Dave looked a mess, a shadow of the happy-go-lucky man 
Taylor had always known. It was a sight that broke his heart and he wrapped his hands around the end of the 
bed. 


"We need to talk," Taylor softly said. 
When there was no response, Taylor spoke again, "I know you're not asleep." 
He managed a smile when one dark eye popped open to look at him. 


"Look," the drummer continued, "| know you were away with the fairies when you told me you loved me but, as 


you friend, | need to talk to you. Because you're being an idiot:" 

The eye closed again and Taylor groaned when Dave draped an arm over his face in a blatant refusal to talk 
"I know you're grumpy, tired, heartbroken and in pain” 

Fuckin’ pain," came the rasped reply. 


"Okay, | know you're grumpy, tired, heartbroken, and in fuckin’ pain, but there are things that need to be said. 
And if you're not going to listen to them, maybe you'll listen to me. | doubt it but | can only give it a go. You 


can't go out there, Dave." 
"Gotta" 


"No, you haven't got to. What you've got to do is get better. People are going to understand. They saw you 
take the fall. They saw the x-ray. They know you're having surgery. Sure, they're going to be heartbroken, too. 
But they're heartbroken because you're hurt not because they're not getting a show. They're heartbroken 
because you're heartbroken. Shit, Dave, | know you're not feeling up to it right now but, when you do, go and 
check out social media. The messages on there." Taylor had to catch himself as the emotions once more 
threatened to spill over and drag him under. "The messages on there are fuckin’ beautiful. Everyone is rooting 


for you." 


Rounding the bed, Taylor sat beside Dave's head. He reached out and pulled the arm from Dave's face, his 
fingers wrapping around the singer's. Still Dave didn't look at him and, on some level, Taylor understood. Dave 
was hurting, not just physically, but emotionally. His heart had been shattered into a million pieces because he 
felt as though he was letting people down. 


There was no denying that they were letting people down. But, if the fans knew anything, they knew that the 
band was good for their word. They'd come back and redo any cancelled dates, making them the sweetest of 


return shows. 


"Do it," Taylor said softly. "Cancel them and we'll find a way for those fans to get tickets again. It's not hard" 


Taylor watched as Dave's free hand fought with wires to scrabble around on the small, over-bed table. He 
picked up a piece of paper and held it out. Taking it, Taylor glanced at the drawing. 


"What is this?" 

"Chair." 

| can see that. But why?" 
"So we can play." 


"Yeah, awesome." Taylor's voice was flat as he placed the paper back on the table. "But it's not gonna work 


over here. Sorry, buddy, but you've gotta pull them. There's no other way." 
"But the fans-" 


“They'll understand, Dave, really, they will. We'll come back, maybe in a few months, maybe next year. Those 
shows will be so much sweeter because of it all. Please, Dave. Please." He could feel his voice getting weaker 


and he turned his attention to the window beside Dave's head. 


It overlooked a small, grassy courtyard. They were back in Kensington. Back near the scene where all that had 
happened so many years before. The memories were stark and real and Taylor felt a shiver run down his 


spine. 
“They'll let you tomorrow," he said. "And we'll go back to the hotel. But you've got to make a decision You've 
got to say something. I'm sorry, Dave. l'm sorry it can't be any other way. | don't want to see you get hurt 


any more because of this. Please. Just get better and then let's come back" 


He knew that Dave wouldn't reply. Knew that nothing would be said on the subject. Instead, Taylor felt fingers 
stroking his hand. Looking up, he found tired eyes looking at him. 


"Kiss me?" Dave asked. 


Taylor smiled softly. "So this is how all of this is gonna start, huh? First kisses and things like that while 
you're all drugged up?" 


He wasn't surprised when Dave pouted. Standing up, Taylor bent over the bed and brushed his lips against the 
other man's. A shiver ran down his spine and he let out a tiny sigh. Resting his forehead against Dave's, he ran 


his fingers down the singer's cheek. 


"Get some sleep. We'll work something out, okay?" 


There was no way Dave was able to type. Heck, he could barely stay awake. Yet he was in the world of 


consciousness long enough to dictate a message to Taylor. 


Curled up beside the hospital bed, Taylor sat with the laptop resting on his knees, his own heartbreaking as he 


listened to Dave. 


know | hate fo do if, but Im afraid its just not physically possible for me at the moment. We're doing our best 
right now to work out a plan, so bear with us. You know were good for our word. But for now, | need to make 


sure we have YEARS of gigs ahead of us.. 


In A Funk 


It was no surprise that Dave was in a funk. Of course he would be. He was plastered, quite literally, and unable 
to move. Everything, from just moving in bed to going to the bathroom, was a chore that required precision 
planning and a lot of complaining. And it was Taylor, the newly appointed boyfriend of Dave Grohl, who'd been 
charged with looking after the invalid. 


"TAYLORI!" 


Lying on the couch in the hotel's penthouse apartment, Taylor rolled his eyes. For someone who was doped up 


to the eyeballs, Dave could still be loud. And demanding. 

"TAYLOR?! | NEED TO FUCKIN: PISS." 

Sighing, Taylor rolled on to his side and landed on his feet. "For fuck's sake." 

Peering through the bedroom door, he found Dave in his prescribed position; propped up against pillows and 


with his leg elevated. His laptop had been tossed to one side, as had his phone and the book he'd been reading. 
A bottle of tablets sat on the bedside table along with a bottle of water. 


Dave looked thoroughly frustrated and Taylor couldn't blame him. To be forced in to bed after being so active 


was a fate worse than death. 


Taylor wheeled the grey, hospital-issue wheelchair to the side of the bed and put the brakes on. Pulling back 


the covers, he reached out to Dave. 
"Okay, you know the drill. Shuffle to the edge of the bed and lean on me. Dont put your foot down." 


He watched as the singer did as he was told, struggling to pull himself into a sitting position before slowly 
moving to the edge of the bed. Dave winced with every tiny movement and Taylor would have felt some 
sympathy for him if Dave hadn't spent most of the past twenty four hours yelling at him. To say that their 


friendship, and blossoming relationship, was being tested was an understatement. 


With Dave finally in the wheelchair, Taylor navigated the corridors and backed them both into the bathroom. It 
was not a room to accommodate a wheelchair and Taylor wriggled a complaining Dave until the chair was 


nestled as close to the toilet as possible. 
"Right, one hand on my shoulder and one on the toilet. Then slowly turn around." 


It was Taylor's turn to wince as Dave leaned his weight onto the drummer's shoulder. The purple cast Dave 


had chosen peeked from beneath the baggy yoga pants and, through his own pain, Taylor smiled. 


"Can you-" Dave murmured. 
"Sure." 


Hooking his fingers into the waistband of the elasticated pants, Taylor slowly slid them down and bent to settle 
them around Dave's knees. The first time they'd done that it had been embarrassing. No matter how many 
times he'd seen Dave naked, helping his best friend to the toilet was still something Taylor had never thought 
he'd have to do. But, thanks to the medication and water, helping Dave to the bathroom had become a little 
less awkward for both of them. 


Once Dave was seated, Taylor backed away. "Give me a shout when you're done, okay?" 


He gave Dave the once over. Everything from his stringy, greasy hair to the hunched way he sat on the toilet 
with his foot propped on the chair screamed of someone who was only just holding it together. Taylor sighed 
and pulled the door closed 


Taylor didn't make it back to the couch before he heard his name being yelled. He tried to stop himself from 
sighing. Tried to stop himself from rolling his eyes. 


Going back to the bathroom, he pushed the door open and found Dave, thankfully, still hunched on the toilet. 
The first time they'd done the bathroom run, Dave had lifted himself off. Only for a combination of drugs, 
pain, exhaustion and brand new plaster cast to send him tumbling back against the porcelain. Dave had added 


"bruised coxis" to the list of injuries. 
Dave didn't lift his head as he spoke. "Done." 


There was something else that was niggling at Taylor. Dave hadn't washed since before he'd gone into hospital. 
He looked awful and the drummer wondered if getting cleaned up would help lift the other man's mood. 


"| don't know how to get you in the shower with a cast but how about | give you a wash? | hate to say it but 
you look fuckin’ awful.” 


Dave shook his head. 


"Please?" Taylor pleaded. "I know you don't feel great. This might help you to feel better. And we may as well 


while you're sitting there. I'll move you in a minute and try and wash your hair." 

Walking into the bathroom, he ignored the man on the toilet. Instead, he made straight for the sink and began 
to fill it with hot water. He piled fluffy, clean towels beside Dave and found the hotel's tiny shower gel and 
shampoo. Finally, Taylor found the face cloth and, soaking it in the sink, he knelt in front of the toilet. 


| know you're probably not going to cooperate," he said softly, "but I'm doing this anyway." 


Taylor held the hair from Dave's face and gently ran the wash cloth over him. He smiled when he heard Dave 
purr. Getting to his feet, he rinsed out the cloth before washing Dave's neck. 


"Arms up," he said softly. 

For once, Dave did as he was told and Taylor carefully pulled the baggy tshirt over the singer's head. Dave's 
skin was dotted with bruises, a product of his fall from the stage. Slowly Taylor ran his fingers over the 
singer's broad shoulders, his throat tightening as he looked at the darkened skin. He bent and kissed the top of 
Dave's head. 


"You were so lucky," he murmured. "So fuckin’ lucky. Fuck" 


Carefully he wrapped his arms around Dave's neck and hugged him. Tears sprung to his eyes as strong arms 


wrapped around his waist and pulled him close. 

"| love you," Taylor said. ‘Love you so fuckin’ much. And I'm sorry its taken this to drive us together: 

"Im not" 

Taylor took his time as he gently washed the other man. His hands lingered over the broad back and thick 
arms. From time to time, he leaned closer and pressed kisses to the bruises. His heart soared every time Dave 


purred or murmured words of encouragement. 


Taylor made Dave stand and lean on him so he could wash between the other man's legs. Heat touched his 


cheeks as he felt the singer harden a little. 

"Feels good," Dave whispered. 

There was a pause and Taylor felt the energy between them shift. Dave wanted something and Taylor wasn't 
sure if he could give it to him. At least not in the state Dave was. It felt wrong, as though he'd be taking 


advantage. 


Making sure Dave was still supported, Taylor sat back on his heels and looked up. Dark eyes, still partially 
hidden by a veil of lank hair, looked down at him, silently pleading. 


"Dave." 
"Please..." 
"You want me to?" 


Those dark eyes fell closed and Dave nodded. Gently he guided Dave back down. his heart pounded as he looked 


at the man before him, his own cock twitching at the sight. It shouldn't have been a moment that was 


sexualised. It shouldn't have come to this. But it had and Taylor's only concern at that moment was making 


sure that Dave felt better. 


Kneeling up, Taylor gave Dave the gentlest of kisses. His hand wrapped around the singer's cock and slowly 
began to stroke. Deep, rumbling purrs vibrated against his lips and pre-come slicked against Taylor's fingers. 


"Mouth..." Dave whispered. 
Taylor's voice was just as quiet, not wanting to break the moment. "Want me to suck you?" 
"Please.." 


He gave Dave another kiss before pulling away and wrapping his lips around the other man's cock. He took it 
slow, exploring the hard flesh in his mouth and revelling in the quiet sounds Dave made. Taylor ran his tongue 
along Dave's cock, tracing veins and memorising every spot that made the singer purr. Never did he think he'd 


be pleasuring his friend in a bathroom. Never did he think he'd have this opportunity with Dave. 


Fingers knotted in his hair but they didn't push or pull. Dave didn't demand or whine. He simply sat there with 
Taylor's hair bunched in one hand and quiet moans falling from his lips. Taking it as a good sign, Taylor moved 
his mouth further down Dave, opening his jaw as he did. He massaged his friend's erection with the flat of his 
Tongue, Dave's pre-come sliding down his throat. It was slow and gentle and quiet, everything Taylor had hoped 


for. Loud and rough would come with time. 

"Taylor... Gonna.” 

Taking a deep breath, Taylor buried his nose in the patch of hair at Dave's groin. He wanted to make the other 
man feel better. Wanted Dave to be able to relax and unwind. The hand in his hair tightened and, a heartbeat 


later, Dave let out a long groan. Dave's seed hit the back of his throat, making Taylor cough. But he swallowed 
it all and continued to gently suck until Dave sighed and sat back. 


"Thanks." 

Sitting back on his heels, he smiled up at Dave. The singer was slumped back against the cistern, his head 
lowered and, from what Taylor could see, his eyes closed. There was a flush of colour to Dave's cheeks, the 
first Taylor had seen since the accident. 


"Can we...” 


"Do it again? Sure. Later. Once we've finished cleaning you up." Getting to his feet, Taylor went back to what 


they'd been working on. “First, I'm gonna wash your hair." 


Night had fallen and, outside their window, Taylor could hear London carrying on with her day. IT was another 
of the many cities that didn't sleep. Part of him wanted to be out there, exploring. But there was a part of 
him that realised he had everything he needed right beside him. 


Placing his phone on the bedside table, he smiled down at the sleeping beauty beside him. Nothing else had 
happened between them, Dave choosing to pass out. Which was where he'd been for the past several hours. 
His hair, now washed and dried, was spread over the stark white pillows and his chest rose and fell with tiny 
breaths. The broken leg was once again propped on a pile of pillows. 


Smiling softly, Taylor shuffled down beneath the blankets and draped an arm over Dave's chest. 


"Sleep well," he murmured. "Love you." 


King David 


Dave's ostentatious, and completely over the top, throne was made. The singer also got an electric wheelchair 
thrown in to the bargain, something he constantly used to bug Taylor. Despite the cancellations, the tour was 


back on. 


The all singing, all dancing throne was débuted in DC. Yet, despite the hype and the excitement, Taylor felt 
distinctly disconnected from it all. He was used to them being thrust into the limelight. But this felt different. 
It felt wrong, as though they were playing up to the media and fans despite what could be a life changing 


injury. 
He'd voiced his opinion to Dave. Told him that they should just scrap the whole tour while the singer 
recovered. But Dave, and the ever present bean counters, wouldn't listen. Taylor's opinion was worth about as 


much as the litter in the street. The tour would continue and Dave's leg be damned. 


"Don't blame me if it comes back to haunt you," he'd said on the flight to Washington. "Don't come complaining 


if you're crippled in two years time because you didn't take care of yourself 


Dave had just given him a withering look before closing his eyes. In that moment, Taylor had felt worthless. It 
felt as though their new relationship was on the rocks, ready to be broken apart by a stubborn Dave. 


Quebec was another stop on the tour. They hadn't spoken as they'd entered their suite. Dave's little knee 
scooter would have been funny if Taylor hadn't felt like crap. He'd briefly debated attaching a little pink basket 
and bicycle bell to it. But the funk he was in wouldn't let him. 


Taylor had dumped his stuff and instantly turned and made for the door again. He'd heard Dave speak from 
behind him. 


"Taylor?" 

"What?" 

"Where are you going?" 

Taylor hadn't bothered fo turn, his hand wrapped around the door handle. "Out. I'll be back later: 
"But you're supposed fo stay here" 


"And you can look after yourself now. You have crutches. You can take yourself to the toilet. Just don't put 


your foot down." 


He'd left, sighing as he'd shut the door behind him. 


The hotel had found him a bike rental and, within minutes, Taylor was on the streets. He took one road after 
another, trying to lose himself and the sadness that chilled him. He missed his old relationship with Dave, the 
silly, funny one they had. He missed being with his best friend and just.. joking around. The past few weeks had 


been a test, one that had put pressure on everyone within the band and crew. 


His mind became empty as he cycled, streets and buildings flashing by. The burn in his muscles felt good, a 
reminder that he was alive. Taylor took deep breaths of the warm, summer air, savouring each one of them. 


Eventually, he found himself in an old part of town and, needing a rest, he pulled up to a small bar. Securing 


the bike, he went in and grabbed a drink before going and sitting on a table outside. 


His mind was a million miles away and his heart felt like stone. What had happened between himself and Dave, 
other than a broken leg and the proposal of a relationship? The relationship was odd enough, something they'd 
both obviously been hankering after for a long time but which had remained almost silent. The on stage teasing 
had been all too real yet why had it taken so long for it to come to a head? 


Taylor's thoughts wandered to Dave's leg and the reaction surrounding it. Most people would have slunk back 
home to lick their wounds. But not Dave. That wasn't his style. No, he'd had to do it in full public view with 
cameras watching his every move and journalists recording his every heartfelt message. But were they as 
sincere as the public thought they were? Or were they just another wheel in the Foo Fighters promotion 
machine, a tactic to get more record and ticket sales? It wasn't like they were hurting for money but.. 
Pulling out his phone, Taylor sent a quick message to Dave. 

Did you do it deliberately? 

It didn't take long for his phone to start ringing. Taylor glared at Dave's name before answering. 

"Do what?" Dave demanded. 

"Throw yourself off the stage?" 

Dave snorted from the other end of the line. "Did | fuck." 

"| don't know, Dave. | didn't see you fall" Taylor could hear his voice becoming sardonic. His face twisted and he 
bared his teeth. "| mean, what better way to get more publicity than by throwing yourself off the stage and 
finishing the show. And God only knows you could do with some decent publicity.” 


"And why the Hell would you say that, Taylor?" 


The drummer snarled and pulled his phone away. He stared at it for a moment, his heart thumping, the blood 
pounding through his head. 


"People are getting fuckin’ tired of seeing you, Dave. They're tired of seeing your face on fuckin’ everything. If 
its not a TV show then its some promotional thing. Like that fuckin’ Sony thing you've signed us up for. What 
the Hell is that about, huh? | don't want my face everywhere, Dave. | just want to play fuckin’ music." 


There was the crackle of silence as Dave processed Taylor's outburst. 
"Well, if you feel that way." Dave's voice trailed off. 
"| quit" 


Taylor felt sick as the words left his lips. He switched off the phone and shoved it deep into a pocket. His eyes 
returned to the street outside, his head aching as he allowed the reality of the situation to sink in 


He'd quit. 
He'd quit one of the biggest rock bands in the world. 


While he felt ill over the prospect of it, Taylor also felt relieved. The band had been weighing on his mind for 
far too long and, while he understood their growth to stadium heavyweights, he also felt that the success was 
marred by the need for even more success. It was never enough for Dave. They had to keep doing more be it 
TV shows or movies or ad campaigns for products. Their faces had to be everywhere all of the time and, in 
the process, people were tiring of them. They'd gone from the band that people wanted to be a part of to a 


money making juggernaut. 


Not that he minded the money making part. He just minded the thought process behind it all. No longer was it 
about the music. Instead it had become about what and where they could put their logo and faces and next. 
They'd become the Wal-Mart of music. 


With a heavy heart, Taylor finished his drink and got back on the bike. He hated that he'd have to go back to 
the hotel eventually. Hated that he'd have to face Dave. But his decision was final. Taylor knew he was capable 
of much more and, while he loved what he did, he was finding that his heart was going in an increasingly 
different direction. He just wished he'd said something sooner. Although the likelihood of him changing Dave's 


mind on anything was slim to none. 


Walking into the hotel room, Taylor purposefully ignored Dave. Instead, he began to gather his belongings, the 
suitcase he hadn't unpacked and the bag with his laptop. From the lounge area, he heard Dave yell his surname. 


It wasn't the usual yell, one that was filled with pleasantries and love. 


Taylor dumped his suitcase beside the door and turned to look at the man on the couch. There was colour in 
Dave's cheeks and his hair looked as though it had been freshly washed. His face, however, was contorted with 


what Taylor could only describe as rage. 


"Where you goin?" 
"Home," he replied with a sigh. "I'm going home." 
"Why?" 


Taylor felt his shoulders tighten. "Because | quit. | quit and l'm going home. | don't want to be a part of this 


circus any more.” 


"And if | don't want you to quit?" Dave's voice was deep and dark, verging on a growl, and it only added to 


Taylor's tension. 


"Because you don't own me. | can do whatever | want when | want. And right now, I'm quitting and going home. 


End of story’ 
Pulling the door open, Taylor wheeled his suitcase out before dumping the rucksack after it: 

"Taylor." Dave's voice was suddenly softer and more needy. 

Taylor stopped and sighed He couldn't look at the man on the couch. 

"Don't do it, Dave. Don't pull this shit on me. We've been through it before. | ain't going through it again" 
"Please. | need you." 


"No, you need a fuckin’ therapist, Dave. Get a grip on yourself and get better, physically and mentally. Then I'l 
talk to you." 


His heart was heavy as he stepped out into the hallway. The door slammed shut behind him. He'd just nailed 
his closed his biggest opportunity. 


Yet with it came a renewed hope and Taylor found there was a bounce to his walk as he made his way to the 
elevator. New horizons were opening up, a new sun rising. Life was being set out before him and a smile 


twitched his lips. 


He was just pushing the button to call the elevator when he heard his name. Taylor ignored it and kept his 


eyes on the numbers above the polished golden doors. 
"Taylor." The voice grew a little closer. 


Achingly slow, the lift car closed in on their floor. Taylor impatiently tapped a foot and closed his left hand 


around the handle of the case. 


"Taylor?" It was right behind him and the drummer took a deep breath. "Please don't do this. Please don't fight 


with me." 


He could see Dave's reflection in the elevator doors. The singer leaned heavily on his crutches and his face was 


crumpled with the effort. 

The doors opened and Taylor pushed his suitcase in. Ignoring the man behind him, he stepped into the elevator. 
He was about to press the ground floor button when an arm was thrust into the void, holding the doors open. 
Looking up, he glared at Dave, about to deliver a mouthful of abuse when he took in the other man's 
expression. 

It wasn't physical pain that was etched into Dave's eyes nor was it wasn't exhaustion or confusion over the 
events of the past weeks. Instead a deep sadness swam through the other man's eyes. Tears were already 
glistening in Dave's eyes and Taylor could feel his resolve crumbling. 


| can't do this any more," Taylor murmured. "I cant" 


"Just finish this tour." He knew that Dave was desperately trying to hold it together. "Just do this for me and 


you can go. But | need you right now. | need you now more than I've ever needed you. Please don't leave me 
"| don't like the throne 

Dave sighed. "| know’ 

"| don't like how you're forcing this broken leg shit on people like you're some kind of hero" 

The other man nodded before lowering his head. "I know” 

"Please stop acting like it. People break bones every day of the fuckin’ week You're no different’ 

"| know" 


Taylor sighed and looked Dave up and down. He looked tired and broken as anyone in his situation would. Despite 
the shows going on, the weight of the world still rested on his shoulders. 


"Will you come back?" Dave softly asked. 
"| don't know...” 


"Please. Just until the end of this tour. That's all I'm asking. | can't make it by myself" Dave's voice trailed off 
and he lowered his head. His body was stiff, the pain still rattling through him. 


Feeling a lump catch in his throat, Taylor stepped out of the elevator. No matter how angry or how rejected 


he felt, there was no way he could leave his friend behind. Gently he stroked a hand down Dave's hair. 
"We're gonna have to talk at some point," he said. 

Dave didn't look at him. "I know." 

Throwing his bag onto his back, Taylor gripped the suitcase with his right hand and hooked his free arm 
around Dave's back. Carefully he started walking the dark haired man back to the room. Leaning closer, he 
pressed a kiss to Dave's temple, inhaling the other man's heady scent as he did. 


"Il always love you, Dave," he murmured. "Always love you." 
Y Y Y Y 


From beneath the veil of dark hair he saw Dave smile. "Same as, buddy. I'll always love you, too, come what 


may. 


Fighting to the End 
"We need to talk." 


Those whispered words had come in the dead of night. Adrenaline coursed through his body, leaving Taylor 


unable to sleep. He suspected that Dave couldn't sleep for an entirely different reason. 


With the hotel room's low lights on, they sat in bed. Dave looked better than he had done the previous week. 
The bruises had faded to nothing and there was a hint of colour back in his cheeks. None of it hide the 
exhaustion that circled his eyes, nor the drug glaze that permanently hung over his face. The painkillers were 
kicking him and everyone had noticed a general decline in the dark haired man. His chirpiness came in fits and 
spurts and there were days where he barely ate. On top of that, he had to rest before and after shows. Dave 
had slowed down, not that anyone could blame him. The weight of the cast, plus the constant travelling were 
doing little to help. Taylor didn't know how Dave was carrying on. Anyone else, someone slightly saner perhaps, 


would have just cancelled and gone home with their tail between their legs. 

But not Dave. Dave had to keep going. It was in his nature. 

Or was it? 

Taylor had his suspicions and it was what had caused the argument and his near departure from the band. He 
believed that Dave did it, not for selfless reasons, but to keep his face in the press. The album wasn't doing as 
well as they thought it would and all of them were coming to loathe playing the songs. Despite the reaction of 
some of the fans, the general consensus was that it hadn't lived up to all that had been promised. And what 
better way to redeem yourself than carrying on with a broken leg? 


Reaching for a bottle of water, Taylor looked at the man beside him. "Yeah, we need to talk" 


Dark, doe eyes looked at him. Taylor could see the pain that swam through them. All he longed to do was kiss 


it away. 


"Why'd you do it?" Taylor started. "Why'd you agree to carry on when everyone, including the bean counters, 


gave you the chance to get out?" 


Those dark eyes blinked once and Dave's face fell a litte. Taylor hated himself for asking the question, 
especially so late at night. 


"Is this going to cause another argument?" Dave replied. 
| don't know until you answer me." 


Taylor could feel the hackles rising on the back of his neck and, when Dave lowered his head, Taylor's body 


screamed at him. For once he had the upper hand. He held power over Dave Grohl. He was making Dave feel 


bad and, for a fleeting moment, it felt good, roaring through him like an express train. 
It seemed like the right thing to do.” 
"The right thing, huh?" Taylor said. "Or because you can't keep your face out of the press?" 


He watched as Dave closed his eyes. The older man's shoulders rose and fell and he curled his fingers into the 
white bedspread. 


‘lm sorry, Taylor. l'm sorry for forcing all of this on you. | know you don't want it. | know you think it's all 
stupid But | feel responsible." 


"For what? What do you feel responsible for, Dave? You don't have to do a thing these days. Everyone else 


runs around for you. All you have to do is turn up on stage, bash at your guitar and the world bows down to 


you." 


Tension crackled through the air and Dave looked at him from behind straggly strands of hair. 
"If that's how you feel, why don't you just leave?" 


"Because you wouldn't let mel" he exclaimed. "You begged me to come back. You followed me to the elevator. 


You-" 

Taylor paused. The image of Dave hobbling behind him, his face twisted with the effort, seared through the 
drummer's brain. It was an image he'd carry with him for the rest of his life. He sank back to the bed with a 
sigh. The power he'd felt over Dave a second earlier had disappeared, leaving him feeling hollow and empty. 


"You care for me, don't you?" he softly asked. 


| asked you to be my partner so | should hope so," the dark haired man retorted. "Taylor, | don't know where 


this anger is coming from and | don't like it." 


"You know why." The sound of the spite in his voice made Taylor feel ill but he couldn't help it. He needed to 


get out what was in his heart. 

Dave sighed and lowered his head once more. "| didn't do to get attention or to go running to the press or to 
sell tshirts with the x-ray. | need you to believe that. | did it because it's the right thing to do. | did it because 
there's thousands of people out there who've paid to see us-" 


"They would have waited." 


"Would they, Taylor? Would they have waited if we'd cancelled the majority of the tour? Can you even begin to 


imagine the logistical nightmare that would have been? Do you even know what it would have taken to have 
restaged all of this? You wouldn't because you weren't in those meetings. You didn't have to lie in a hospital 
bed, smacked out of your face on painkillers, and listen to the pros and cons for continuing or cancelling. You 
weren't the one who had to make a call on it. You sit there and say that | don't do anything, that | just show 
up and smile. You know as well as | do that that's bullshit, Taylor." The older man sighed and Taylor watched 
him shake his hair over his eyes. "Please stop hurting me. This is hard enough without listening to you, too." 


Taylor felt his heart break. Was he being cruel to Dave? Was he verbally punching the other man because of 
everything Dave was putting them through? Was he punishing Dave for not listening to him? He didn't know 
and now he felt awful for even daring to bring everything up, especially at such a time. It could have waited 
until the end of the tour. It could have waited until they were firing on all cylinders again. But no, Taylor had 


had to continue hitting Dave while he was down. 
"I'm sorry," he murmured. "I shouldn't have lashed out like that." 
He took Dave's hand in his own and gave it a gentle squeeze. 


The older man looked up at him and gave him a crooked smile. "It's okay. Really, it is. | understand, mostly." He 
chuckled softly and Taylor felt himself begin to relax. "There's something else | want to tell you." 


"Go on." 
He watched as Dave took a deep breath. The other man was looking at the far wall, focusing on the artwork 
that hung above the black desk. Chargers, laptops, and phones were scattered across it, the debris of their 


lives on the road. 


"This is it," Dave said softly. "There's not going to be another tour after this one. That's another reason | 


wanted to carry on" 
Taylor's heart went in to freefall and he gripped Dave's hand. "What? What do you mean? | don't understand." 


Dave's eyes were glazed with tears and his expression was a mixture of sadness and confusion. "This is it. 
We've done twenty years. We've done more than we could ever imagine. | want to go and do other things. Don't 


you? Don't you want to explore other parts of your life?" 


"Well, yeah. But." He paused and bit his lower lip, trying to fight back the tears that threatened to fall. "But 


this is all I've known for so long. | don't want it to end. Like, ever." 
"All good things come to an end, Taylor. You know that as well as | do. And it's time for the Foo Fighters to go 
on the shelf. Just look at all that we've done and be happy. Use it to go and create something else. We'll 


release an EP before we leave, a little goodbye gift. And then we'll go our separate ways." 


Taylor couldn't help himself and he choked as the tears came. "What about you?" 


"l'Il go and do something. Maybe make a couple more movies. Play with some other bands. Not have to be in 
the limelight all the time. I'll go and learn what its like to be me. I've not had that, not since | was kid anyway. | 
want to find out what | truly want from life. Other than you, that is.” 


He managed to smile. "So you're not leaving me then?" 


Despite the sadness that hung in the air, the dark haired man managed to give him a smile. "No. I'm never 


leaving you." 


